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My Lady
Cinderella

By Mrs. C. N. Williamson

CHAPTER IV.—(Continued.)

“Ah!” she sneered, *“perhaps the
Queen has begged you to come and be
a maid of honor?”

““Really, you are not so far wrong,” I
retorted. “A lady—a woman of title—
has invited me to pay her a visit. After
that she has intimated that she will
help me to find work.”

“Of all—the—liars—you are the worst
and the most barefaced, Consuelo
Brand. ‘Brand’ indeed. I always say
it meant the brand of Satan.”

The blood rushed so hotly to my face
that the tears were forced, stinging, to
my eyes.

“Leave my room, woman!” I exclaim-
ed, pointing to the door; *‘for while I am
here in this house it is and shall be
mine.”

I had hardly known what I was say-
ing, but when the full force of my tem-
erity swept over me I was not even
then dismayed. An end was coming
now; the earth quaked in the old world
that I had known.

She slid the frightened, whimpering
two-year-old from her Kknees, and
springing to her feet towered above
me.

“You- brat! you charity child! you
tell me to leave this room! I tell you
to leave my house, not in a week, not
to-morrow, but now, this minute. Out
you go!”’ 3

I faced her quivering.

“Do you mean it?”

“As much as I mean that I'm sick to
death of you. Not a stick of luggage do
you wait for. It can be sent after you
to your lady of title. Bah! you make
me ill. Go!”

I shut my lips together without a
word. I do not think that I could have
spoken then if I would. A shower of
glittering sparks seemed to be falling
before my eyes; but, fumbling, I found
my hat and put it on. My gloves, too,
which lay beside it on the bed, I me-
chanically picked up, crushed them in
my hand. Then, without turning to
look back, I left the room.

Outside in the passage the whirlwind
of my quick, blind flight knocked
against something, and tumbled over
it over. Startled, I collected my facul-
ties sufficiently to see Jimmy, who had
thus been punished for listening at the
keynole, and to help him to his feet.

He sneaked downstairs at my side,
his small six-year-old body striving to
hide itself in my skirt as he went. Half
way down, a strident voice from above
hurled some inagticulate abuse after
mé, but I neither paused norlooked up,
and Jimmy only cuddled the closer.

At the front door the little boy clung
to me with desperate, grimy hands.

“Don’'t go—don’t go, Connie!” he im-
““Maybe she’ll be sorry to-mor-
row. Anyhow, I love you, and I'll be
better to you after this if you’ll stay;
s0’ll pa. T'll tell him on her, see if I
don’t. Connie, I can’'t get along with-
out you—honest true I can’t.”

CHAPTER V.

Gently, but firmly, I loosened Jimmy's
little hands.

“I’'m. sorry to leave you, dear,” I said.
“But after what’'s happened to-night I
can’'t stay any longer. I won’t forget
you. And by and by I'll write you a
letter to your own name. If I have any
money, I'll send you a present, too.”

Jimmy’s tears ceased to fall

“Will you, true’s you live?”

“Yes. And perhaps I shall come back
to see you one day in a carriage. Who-*
knows?”

I bent and kissed him, despite the
smucges with which his small face was
ever adorned save at early morning.
Then, before he could grasp me again,
I had put him away and closed the
door between us. Running down the
steps, and out at the gate, I hurried
away in the fathering twilight, hardly
realizing that the dust of Happiholme
Ville had indeed been shaken from my
feet.

For a long time I flew on, aimless,
panting, paying no heed to the way I
went. But at last sheer fatigue caused
my speed to slacken, and with a shock
of surprise it dawned upon me that I
did not know where to go.

I had told Lady Sophie de Gretton
that I must give Mrs. East a few days’
notice before leaving her children, after
a residence of five years in her house.
Lady Sophie would doubtless have ar-
ranged matters in accordance with that
expressed intention of mine, so that
now it might be inconvenient for her if
I were to make my appearance earlier,
announcing that I had come to stay.

At all events, it would be impossible
for me to go to Park Lane to-night, as
she had mentioned that she was dining
out, with a theatre party afterwards.
Clearly, it would not do to arrive in her
absence, with only the servants at home
nor could I hang about the door, like a
tramp, until twelve o’clock or so, when
she might be expected to return,

I began to feel a little frightened,
though I by no means regretted my
precipitancy in leaving that most inap-
propriately named domicile, Happi-
holme. In my shabby purse, which I
had possessed since before my gdear
mother’s tragic death, coyly nestled
one penny, one half-penny, and on im-

practicable farthing. As I walked on |
more slowly I examined and thought |

over these resources.

With the malicious contrariness of
human nature, though I could not have
eaten the most delicate morsel a few
moments ago had it been temptingly
served to me in Mrs, East’'s house, I
now began poignantly to feel that I was
hungry.

A clock over a cheap jeweler’'s shop
told me that it was half-past eight. I
had ™ lunched hastily at twelve on a
piece of bread and cheese before going
out to join Anne, and I had been far
too much excited at Lady Sophie de
Gretton's to do more than crumble a
bit of icing on my tiny cake as I tasted
the tea in one of her Dresden cups.

Oh, how faint I was beginning to be!

ow my head throbbed, and how des-

ate I was! A brilliant destiny might
fluttering before me, like a Will-o’-
®\-wisp, but the present brought tears
neliness to my eyes. I did not

up his preface.

know what I was to do, where I might
hope to spend the night.

If Mrs. Bryden had still kept the
boarding house in Bloomsbury. where
my mother dnd I had lived for several
years I might now have gone there.
Mrs. Bryden would gladiy have accom-
modated me for a night or two, and let
me pay when I could. But she had
moved to Surbuton, and I had no money
for my railway fare, so that it was
hopeless to think of finding shelter with
her.

Some people spent their nights in
wandering up and down, or dropping
into a troubled doze upon the seats on
the Embankment, I knew; but I had
not the courage to face such an ex-
perience, and finally, with extreme re-
luctance, I permitted the thought of
Mrs. Leatherby-Smith to grow within
my mind. I had never ‘seen Mrs. Leath-
erby-Smith, though I séemed to know
her only too. well from Anne’s descrip-
tion of her employer, and I had no
reason to believe, from the knowledge
which I possessed, that she would give
her companion secretary’s insignificant
friend a warm welcome.

Still, much as I disliked a grudging
favor, I thought it would be preferable
to entreat Mrs. Leatherby-Smith’s hos-
pitality for one night rather than wailk
the streets, or apply to a Refuge for
Homeless Young Women—all spelled
with capital letters.

Whatever I did, it was clear that I
could not present myself at Lady So-
phie de Gretton’s till next day at earli-
est, and Mrs. Leatherby-Smith appear-
ed to be my only other hope. I might
sleep with Anne, I reflected, and, after
all, I need not make trouble for any-
one else in the house.

Having once arrived at a decision, I
felt better. But the next thing was
to reach Addison Road, where Mrs.
Leatherby-Smith lived. A penny would
not take me half the' distance in an
omnibus, but I must ride as far as 1
could, and accomplish the rest of the
journey on foot. My remaining half-
penny I expended at a baker’s upon a
cake so stodgy as to be particularly
filling at the price, and ate it, furtive
and abject, at a street corner while
waiting for the ’bus to come in sight.

As I did so, with such poor pretence
of jauntiness as I could maintain, I
thought of Lady Sophie de Gretton, and
of the two dainty occupants of the
mysterious victoria, wondering grimly
what would be their impression if they
could see me now.

Somewhat revived, I was ready to
make the necessary exertion when the
omnibus had brought me as far as it
would for a penny and I had to descend
and walk.

It was a very long walk, which I
made still longer by losing my way
more than once. ‘Weary, faint, and
miserably doubtful of my reception, I
was almost too far gone, when at last
I reached Addison Road, to rejoice that
I was so near by journey’s end.

Mrs. Leatherby-Smith, who had oc-
cupied a suite in a fashionable hotel
when she first came to London for the
season (which meant so much to her
nouveau riche ambition), had not been
long in Addison Road; but I had writ-
ten to Anne since her arrival, and I was
sure of the address.

“Holland Park House” was the name
which I had scrawled on one or two
envelopes during the past four weeks;
and now, seeing the two words, “Hol-
land Park,” glittering in gold letters on
a tall iron gateway, I did not wait to
let my eyes travel farther along the
line, but ventured inside.

A short drive led up to a large build-
ing of brick and stone, dignified with a
deep porch, the roof of which was sup-
ported by massive pillars. I knew that
Mrs. Leatherby-Smith was lavish of
the money left her by a deceased Bir-
mingham husband, and that she had
chosen a place in Addison Road ex-
pressly that she might be able to give
garden parties; but I had hardly ex-
pected to see such an imposing man-
sion as this. It looked big enough for
two or three Mrs. Leatherby-Smiths
to give parties all at the same time. .

Big double doors stood hospitably
open. Within, other doors, half com-
posed of jeweled glass, were tightly
closed. A light shone through, and
here and there in the house other lights
filtered through drawn curtains; but
many windows were dark. Probably,
I thought, Mrs. Leatherby-Smith was
out; but Anne would be at home, and
not yet in bed, as it was not much after
ten o’clock.

I touched an electric bell, and an eld-
erly man, in a plain, business livery,
answered my ring.

“Is — is Miss Bryden at home?” I
hesitated.

The man looked puzzled.

“Miss Bryden? I don't know the
name,” he replied.

“She is Mrs. Leatherby-Smith’s com-
panion.”

The cloud of his bewilderment did not
lift.

“Is Mrs. Leatherby-Smith visiting
here?” he inquired with an air of pain-
Jful conscientiousness. . “We have no
tenant by that name, miss.”

“But ‘this is Mrs. Leatherby-Smith’s
house, isn’t it?” I questioned hastily.
“Surely Holland Park House—'

“Ah, you’ve made a mistake, then.
This is Holland Park Mansions. Hol-
land Park House is next door but one,
miss. I'll show you, if you like.”

“Thank you,” I had begun, and was
alrea.dy moving farther from the door,
‘when from within a man came out in
s0 great a hurry that the janitor was
obliged to forget his dignity and give
a funny little hop out of the way.

I, too, stepped aside, expecting to see
the man continue his headlong career
down -the drive to the gate; but in-
stead he stopped abruptly on the
threshold and gazed at me.

He was a man of middle age, well
dressed and substantial looking, with
old-fashioned side whiskers, gray hair,
and round, gold-bowed, smoked spec-
tacles that lent him a benevolent air,
In his  hand was a telegraph form,
crushed up with the opened envelope.

“I beg your pardon,” he said; then
paused, as if undecided how to follow
I gleaned a rapid im-
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pression that he fancied we had met be-
fore, and, though his face was strange
to me, oddly. encugh I vaguely had the
same feéeling in regard to him. -

The pause was very short; he had
scarcely given himself moére: than time
to draw-breath, although it certainly
had seemed that for the fraction of a
second .be ;had sought eagexly for an
idea, an inspiration.

Then,- “I beg your pardofi,’ he said
again. - “But didn’t I hear yéu inquir-
ing for Holland Park House? The
people there are your frinds?”

“I don’t Kknow Mrs. Leatherby-
Smith,” I confessed humbly. “But her
companion, Miss Anne Bryden, is a
friend of mine.”

The face of the middle-aged < man
brightened with a smile. I racked my
brain to think where, if ever,-I had
seen him before; but the recollection
would not come.

“Ah, Miss Anne Bryden! She is a
friend of mine also. It is.a great pity,
if you are goinig to Holland Park House
to-night, that Mrs. Leatherby-Smith
and Miss Bryden are both away. They
are not expected to return until to-
morrow. You may have heard Miss
Bryden speak of me.”

“No,” I replied, my heart sinking at
the news of Anne’s absenee. “I don’t
think she has mentioned you. But,
then, I haven’t seen much of her since
she and Mrs. Leatherby-Smith:came to
live .in Addison Road. It is very odd,
however, that Anne said nothing to me
when I was with her this .afternoon
about going away for all night.”

“I dare say she did not know, then,”
Mr. Wynnstay explained, regarding
my ,changed countenance intently.
“Mrs. Leatherby-Smith is a woman of
quick decisions. They—er—left quite
suddenly, as I happen to know. I'm
sorry my little friend Miss Bryden for-
got to mention my existence, for, had
she done so, you would be more ready
to let me help you in any way possible
if you are inconvenienced by her un-
expected absence. I trust, however,
that—er—you are not inconvenienced?”’

If T had been quite myself I might
successfully have maintained an air of
graceful reserve; but I was weak with
fatigue and hunger, which had develop-
ed into a wiry headache, with little hot
and cold flashes of giddiness. My eyes
were so full of tears that a fall of my
lashes sent two plashing over my
cheeks, and after that it was useless to
pretend that I was idifferent.

“I don’t quite know what to do,” I
choked, *“for I thought Aqne ~would
surely have been at héme. . However,
it doesn’t matter at all. I am much
obliged to you, sir, for saving me the
trouble of going on to Holland Park
House. Good night.”

“But, my dear young lady, you must
really forgive me; I can’t let you go
away like that. Pray wait, and let us
have a moment’s conversation. Denby”
—to the janitor—“place a chair for the
lady. She is tired.”

These last sentences were delivered
with authority, and obeyed with alac-

rity.. Evidently Mr. Wynnstay was a,
respected temant of ‘Holland Park
Mansions.

I sat down not because my mind de-
sired it, but because my knees insist-
ed.

“You were very anxious, I fear, to
see Miss Bryden?”’ said the gentleman
with side whiskers.

I admitted, “—I happéned to be rather
far from home, and it is late. But—"

“Of course. Quite so. And now you
are somewhat at a loss. As a friend
of Mrs. Leatherby-Smith’s and Miss
Bryden’s, you must permit me to advise
you.”

‘““Where have I seen you before?” I
demanded abruptly—or, rather, some-
thing within. me, over which I had ‘no
control, seemed to ask the question.

Mr. Wynnstay’s face stiffened.

“If we had met .before, it.is impos-
sible that I should have forgotten it,”
he said politely. But, despite the po-
liteness, for some reason which I could
not understand, my words had dis-
pleased and disconcerted him.

CHAPTER VI.
What I Saw in fhe Mirror.

I felt that I must be growing morbid,
looking for mysteries and hidden mean-
ings ‘everywhere, even in the most un-
likely places, as I had appeared con-
tinually to do during the past few
eventful hours.’
ed Mr. Wynnstay's displeasure; at any
rate, it apparently lasted but for an in-
stant.

“It would certainly not -be agreeable
for you to go to Holland Park in both
ladies’ absence, as you are not ac-
quainted with Mrs, Leatherby-Smith,”
he went on, revealing his consideration
for my forlornness, ‘“and simply an-
nounce to the servants that you intend-
ed to stop the night. Unless they al-

“I shouldn’t dream of attempting
ready know you very well I fear they
would hesitate to let you in.” 3
such a thing,” I returned. ‘“You have
been good to take an interest; but now
I really must go, and—"

“Pray wait, I see a way .out of the
difficulty,” Mr. Wynnstay interpolated.
“If you will come into my study, which
is close by on this floor, and sit for a
few minutes while I give you a letter
to the housekeeper, telling her (on my
responsibility) to take you up to Miss
Bryden’s room, she will without doubt
do so. Then Mrs. Leatherby-Smith
need know nothing of the transaction
until you see Miss Bryden and she ex-
plains matters satisfactorily to her em-
ployer. What do you say to that
plan?”

I hardly knew what to say. The man
was a stranger to me; it was distaste-
ful to accept a favor from him; the
whole affair was distressing; and I
could scarcely bring myself to pass a
night under Mrs. Leatherby-Smith’s
roof without her permission. But the
alternate was appalling, I was penni-
less; it was now nearer eleven than
ten; the night loomed. black and full
of horrors to my sensitized imagina-
tion,

“I-think I must accept'your - kind-
ness,” I said. “Perhaps—Would it not
be better if you would take me to the
door of Holland Park House, instead of
troubling to write a letter? I fancy
you were going out when I

“It will be better to write,”  he re-
| iterated; and going to the door through
which I had seen him come out mto
the hall he threw .it open.

There was darkness’ within at: first,
but in a sécond or two Mr. Mynnstay's
hand had found the electric button, and
‘the room was illuminated by a clear
and brilliant light.

A A ...«

“We shall not be long, Denby,” an-
4

“I meant to stop to-night with her,”

Perhaps I had imagin-

e

nounced my benefactor, as if ta set me
at my:ease with the janitor, who had
been decorously drinking i1n our . c¢on-
versation. . “You may be at hand, if
you please, to show the lady out when
she“ig ready to go.”’

These words relieved me from anger
of being placed in a false position, and
my gratitude toward Mr. Wynnstay in-
creased. He was certainly remarkably
thoughtful, and I reproached
for a dim feeling of physical repulsion
against him which had sprung up in
my breast with the first glimpse of his
benevolent, middle-afed countenance.

“Perhaps the man of whom he re-
minds me was connected with some dis-
agreeable. experience or other which I
can’t remember, but which I'm now
visiting .on this innocent and Kkindly
old person,” I said to myself as I walk-
ed, still with a certain reluctance, “into
Mr. Wynnstay's domain.

It was a nandsomely furnished room,
though almost any other appellation
than. “study” would have been more
appropriate to apiace where books
were so few. However, therec were one
or two_shelves where luxuriously bound
volumes turned their handsome leather
backs to the amdience; on a table mag-
azines and papers Wereé scattered; and
there was a desk with a silk-shaded
lamp, for which Mr. Wynnstay switch-
ed on the electrie light.

He did not entirely close the door
leading into the hall, so that I still felt
easily able to ‘establish ‘communication
with the outer world, inhabited by
Deriby.

. “I had the misfortue a few weéks ago
to dislocate the thpmb.-of° my right
hand,” my host remarked, when he had
laid out writing materials. ““It is diffi-
cult for me, even now, to use a pen, and
I shall be obliged if you will write the
letter I mentioned, which. I will sign
when it is finished. Mrs. Leatherby-
Smith’s housekeeper will recognize my
signature, which she has had occasion
to see on one.or two legal documents.
All you need say is that Miss—er — I
don’t think, now I come to reflect, that
I have the pleasure of knowing your
name.” i

I mentioned it; and he .went on to
suggest the outlines of such & note to
the housekeeper as he thought best cal-
culated to open Mrs. Leatherby- -Smith’s
doors for me. Meanwhile,’ I had sat
obediently down at the desk and taken
up a-pen.

It appeared to me that if he had ac-
companied me to Holland Park House,
saying a few words of introduction to
the servant at the doar, who must have
been familiar with his face, it would
have been a distinct saving of time;
but he had chosen otherwise, and it
was not for me to question his decision.

As I wrote:the letter, which, follow-
ing on the lines proposed by Mr. Wynn-
stay,’ had to be somewhat long and
rambling, my host walked up and down
the room. ‘E could hear his nervous
footfalls on the polished floor whenever
he strayed-off the big Turkish rug in
the centre; “but -once, for a long mo-
ment, the sound of his steps was stilled.

Silence, save. for the’ scratching of
the quili petr in my fingers across the
paper, reigned in the room. I wrote
quickly on, and had nearly reached the
end. of what.I had to say when I'heard
a faint, clinking noise, like two pieces
of Elass bréight into confact with each
other. = ;3 |

“Mr. Wynnstay is surreptitiously re-
freshing himself with a glass of wine
or:whisky, behind my back,” I thought;
“or -perhaps’ he is pouring out some-
thing for me] but I certainly won’t have
it. “If he offered me a biscuit instead,
in my presert ‘state of callapse I might
not be able to resist, but wine could
not tempt me.”

Writing the last few words, I became
suddenly comscious that Mr. Wynnstay
had come close behind my chair; ‘I had
not heard his advance; the rug had
deadened the' sound of his footsteps,
but somehow'I felt that he was there.
He was looking at the letter under
my head, maybe; and the thought that
his gaze was fastened on the, back of
my head made me uncomfortable.

I did not turn te look at him, but I
raised my eyes from the paper, and as

I did so theéy focused upon a quaint

convey mirror hanging on the wall di-
rectly over the“desk.

Reflected on’ its oddly transforming
surface I could see myself and, bending
over me, Mr. Wynnstay. He was looking
nof at me, nor.at the letter, ag I fan-
cied, but at something which hé held
in his hand; and a priekling thrill ran
through my nerves at the notable dif-
ference in the man—a difference for
which the convex mirror was not wholly
responsible.

He was no longer benevolent of as-
pect. His big mouth hung half open,
showing yellow, irregular teeth. The
round; -smoked spectacies were pushed
far up on his frowning forehead, and
the eyes looked cruel. With a leap of
the heart I Knew, in one terrible in-
stant, where I had seen the man before.

The room faded, and I saw with my
mind’s eyes another picture which-blot-
ted all else ofif. A little girl was in a
railway carriage with. her mother, a
beautiful, - weary-faced woman in thé
heavy moufhing which she had worn
ever since the child could remember.

They had been whispering together of
a-wonderful change' that was to come
into their monotonous life, all through
a lJetter which had arrived that morning
—a change the mother could not explain
then, but that the little girl would un-
derstand by. and by, when it came,
when everything was different, and
they were happier than they had ever
been.

The two spoke in low voices, but an
old clergymian (with beautiful white
hair and a long white beard) who had
got in at a station after theirs seemed
interested in ‘the couple.
relapsed into thoughtful silence he
kindly offered’ the mother a share of
his papers and magazines. Later, when
she complained of a headache, he took
from his bag'a bottle of smelling salts,
begged her to keep it as long as she
liked.

She went to sleep with it in her hand
at last; and, rather than wake her, the
child gently withdrew the bottle from
the ' clasping fingers when the old
clergyman, was about to leave the train,
returning it to him with a grateful
smile.

He. had bpnt down- to take it, and as

he did sq_the little girl looked up :nte,

his eyeés. They Were curious eyes—one
brown, ‘the “other ‘grdyish- blue,
mottied yellow line round the pupil. For
years the child had not thought of those
strange eyes, because a few moments

"after the clergyman had left the com-

partment a thing had happened which
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with a |

made all the past seem dim and far
away. ¢

At the next station the slender figure
in blaek had fallen-sideways, with a
slight jerking of the train as it stop-
ped. The little girl, frightened, had at-
tempted to rouse her mother in vain.
The sleep into which she had sunk had
been that dread sleep which knows no
waking.

“Heart failure,” the doctors had said;
but that was afterwards. The picture
which had risen to blur the features of
the handsome, commonplace . room -in
Addison Road held only the sleeping
mother, the grateful c¢hild, the white-
haired clergyman with the curious
eyes.

I had been that child. And those eyes
were reflected now in the mirror over
the desk.

CHAPTER VII.
The Plausibility of Mr. Wynnstay.

The old clergyman who had travelled
in the same compartment with my
mother and me on that saddest day of
my life had not been in any sinister
way connected with the tragedy—which
indeed, only occurred after he had de-
parted. He had been attentive and
kind to us; he had looked keenly at
me as he went out; these were his Sole
sins. Yet it was horrible to see the
ill-matched. eyes again, after all these
years, set in a younger face—a face
differing in every other feature, framed
no longer in an aureole of snowy hair.

How. was I so sure they were the
same eyes? I could not have explained
that; I could not have told my impres-
sion coherently enough to prove any-
thing to the most lenient jury; yet I
was sure. And being sure, I was filled
Wwith greater fear at what 1 saw.

My glance into the mirror showed me
Mr. Wynnstay standing close behind
my chair, pouring the contents of a
bottle upon a handkerchief.” He was
stooping over, as if to bring himself
even nearer to me. As I looked, my
gaze fixed upon the glass with a hate-
ful fascination; the bottle was emptied;
I began to inhale a pungeént, sickly
odor, which was not entirely unfamil-
far. Cousin Sarah East used stuff that
smelled like this sometimes when she
had  headaches. It was chloroform.

Instantly I knew what was coming,
though why it should come I could not
guess. There was no time for specula-
tion—no time for thought at all. With
a low cry, I half rose in my chair. The
man’s stout body, pressing against it
now from behind, prevented my putting
it back. The slight sound I had utter-
ed caused him to start and lift his head
from his task. Our eyes met in the
morror.

For my life I could not have with-
drawn mine. I saw_ him in the glass,
as he pounced upon me like some bird
of prey. Then the picture went out,
like the rainhow tints in a bubble that
bursts, for my face was buried in the
dripping handkerchief.

For some short space—how many sec-
onds it might have measured I cannot
tell—I struggled, voicelessly, striving to
escape, striving to breathe, knowing
through it all that if I could only
scream the janitor must surely hear me
and come. I knew this; but I knew also
that with every breath I tried to draw
I merely inhaled the heavy fumes of
chloroform, which were gradually steep-
mg my senses. in sleep.

I'felt them gomg—gomg, felt con-
sciousness slipping from me; on a slug-
gish tide. I began to see, in a dream,
white  pond lilies floating along the
smooth, moving surface of water,bound
in the end to- fall over a weir, toward
which they were almost imperceptibly
drifting. Those liliés and my own fail-
ing senses were somehow the same; if
I could arrest one, I could save both,
and I fought for the life.of my own
soul.

“I musn’t let myself go—I musn’t.”

I could hear the admonition bussing
queerly in my mind, like a wheel spin-
ning round and round. Once lost to
consciousness. I dimly felt that this
world was finished for me—I had come
to the end; the lilies would go over the
weir and be beaten to shreds in the
foaming rush of the water, i

Then-another voice came; very small,
very'far away it seemed in my strange
state, but growing louder, until it
shouted thunderously in my brain:

“Don’t breathe; hold-your breath till
he takes away the handkerchief. Pre-
tend to be unconsecious.”

I had just presence of mind enough
left to obey the promptings of this in-
stinct toward self-preservation. I
thought that the man would never re-
move the wet linen pressed over my
face; but when I had let my body col-
lapse limply until it fell back into his
arms, the handkerchief was withdrawn.

A second longer and I must have
gasped wildly for air, filling my lungs
with more of the fumes, enough to send
the poor, floating lilies, which I still
dreamily saw, over the crystal lip of
the weir.

My eyes: were closed; my head was
lying back against the man’s shoulder.
I knew that he was gazing keenly at
me, and I dared not let my eyelids
quiver, lest he should suspect that I
deceived him.

It would have been even harder than
it was to lie motionless, feigning com-
plete unconsciousness, had it not been
that the chloroform had already half
done its work.

I'retained a knowledge of what pass-
ed, but hazily, and my mind was clog-
ged, clouded with-a heavy indifference
to my fate. I was like one who, though
dreaming still, is sufficiently awake to
know that he dreams—no more.

“What luck! what astounding luck!”
the man who had called himself. Mr.
Wynnstay whispered under his breath,
a note of triumph -thrilling through the
“That it should have
been to-night of all nights—after the
telegram. Like a lamb-that pokes its
noge into the butcher’s hand.”

Phe muttered words struck on my
brain as if they had been blows from a
tiny hammer, each one unerringly aim-
ed to reach the tenderest spot. My
ebbing senses came back with a shock,
a wrenching of the nerves; still, my
body. and my- spirit felt as if they were
separated, and I were trying vainly to
fit them together again, so that I could
move. As it was,
have any control over my own muscles.

‘“What shall I.do—how ‘save myself
from him?” I thought. “In a moment
Am I to

a single move—now—-m this instant?"’
Yet I could do.-nothing. My body, re~
fused obedience to the brain. ;
The man gathered me up in his arms
and moved across the room. A min-
ute more and my dress was drenched

i

I did not seem to’

‘effort,

with eau de Cologne. I wondered mist-
ily if it were meant to drown the odor
of the chloroform. At all ever}ts, it
was not dashed into my face, and evi-
dently was not uSed with the intention
of - reviving me.

Once more Mr. Wynnstay moved with
me in his arms, To my surprise and
almost incredulous joy he was: going
toward the door that led intp the hall

I heard him call in a fussy, anxious
tone:

“Denby! Denby! come here, quick!

Theé door squeaked faintly, and the
janitor’s startled accents responded:

“Well, sir ? Why, whatever’s the
matter, gir?”

““Good gracious! can’t you see for
yourself the girl’s fainted ?—fell over in
her chair before she could finish a let-
ter I was dictating to her. She must
have been ill when she came—most in-
considerate, I must say. Call a four-
wheeler, Denby, as quick as you can.
I shall take her to my doctor’s house.
I -can’t stand a faiting woman on my
hands.”

“Pshaw, sir, she’ll soon come round
again,” soothed the janitor.

“I'won’t trust to that. I'm not the
man for this sort of thing. The cab,
and make haste about it, Denby. I'll
follow you out of doors with her, where
it’s dark. Not very pleasant for me if
anybody should be eoming in and catch
me with a fainting woman in my arms,
A nice situation!”

“All right, sir, if you're bound to have
her out of the house,” the janitor ac-
quiesced, with a humorous quaver of
indulgence in his voice. “T’'ll 'have
whistled. you a four-wheeler inside a
couple of minutes, I dare say, though
it's a bad time for cabs in this neigh-
borhood, I'm afraid.”

Mr. Wynnstay was carrying me out
of the house. A cool air blew on my
face, and a flurry of rain that had be-
gun to fall from long threatening skies
spattered my forehad.

“Confound it,” the man uttered,
and, with what secretiveness I could
imagine, once more pressed over my
mouth and nose the chloroformed hand-
kerchief, which he must have hidden
in is pocket.

He was afraid of the very thing which
had occurred, and behind Denby’s back
was endeavoring to counteract the res-
torative effect of wind and rain.

I had been summoning  all my
strength, all my energies, for an effort
to break my invisible bonds; and now
I was to be defeated in the moment of
success. If I could only hold my breath
and not draw in thore deadly fumes—

There was the whistle for the cab
which -was to take me away—where?
To my death, perhaps. I believed now
that I must have been in the hands of
a madman, for he could have no sane
motive in wishing to compass the de-
struction of so insignificant a creature
as I. A madman would stop at noth-
ing. It was now or never with me.

Again and again the whistle, and
then came the rattle of wheels. A cab
had driven through the gates, and the
horse’s feet were crunching the gravel
of the short drive that led up to the
house.

The man who heild me started for-
ward, the handkerchief no longer cov-
ering my face; then I heard him draw
in his breath sharply, stepping back so
hastily that he stumbled.

Involuntarily, in the instinctive effort
to. save himself from a fall, his grasp
was loosened. I felt myself slipping
out of his arms, and with one supreme
staggering, panting, quivering,
I threw him off, keeping my feet as
they touched the ground.

“Help! help!” I whispered feebly,
wben 1 would have shrieked aloud

My eyes were wide open now and
staring, though everything swam be-
fore them, as if I had been made giddy
with the long-continued motion of a
merry-go-round. What I saw, what I
heard, mingled together in clamoring
confusion—a pair of bright lights like
great eyes, a hansom, and two men
getting out of it.

The yellow light shone on the face
of one. I remembered it, and was
vaguely glad. But, strangely, being

glad caused me to weep, and through
my weeping I could still hear down by
the gate the shrill whistleing that was
to summon a four-wheeled cab.

“Save me!” I articulated hoarsely;
and tottering forward I kept myself
from falling by seizing with both hands
a black coat slceve which séemed to
stretch itself protectingly toward me.

“Don’t be frightened. Of course I'll
help you,” a voice said . soothingly.
““Has this man been annoying you?”

I pressed closer to him, father from
Mr. Wynnstay, whom with clearing
vision I could distinctly see, his whis-
kered face more benevolent of aspect
than ever now that the smoked glasses
once more hid the queer disparity of
his -eyes:.

“Fle—he was going
think,” T panted.

Somehow, looking at that mild coun-
tenance, my words sounded unconvine-

to kill. me, I

ing, foolish. I realized this, and was
abashed.

Mr. Wynnstay laughed good-natured-
1y

“There!” he exclaimed. “that’s what
an old bachelor gets for meddling with
what doesn’t concern him. It's just
what I was afraid of. Never mind the
cab, Denby. The lady has come to
herself.”

“Whatever this man says, don’t be-
lieve him,” I pleaded. “For Heaven’s
sake, don’'t let- him take me away with
him!”

“Certainly not,,”” he whose are sup-
ported me returned with decision.
“But——"

“Certainly not,” he whose arm sup-
Wynnstay irritably.  “It is the last
thing I want, I can tell you, young
lady, now that you seem to need a doc-
tor as little as I do. I really must ask
you to let me explain this most vex-
ing dilemma, sir. You are Sir Géorge
Seaforth, I believe? I've seen you here
before, as well as elsewhere. You will
probably recognize my name also when

{ I mention it—Nathaniel Wynnstay, not

quite unknown as a solicitor.”

“I think T have friends who know
you,” replied the other, somewhat im-
| patiently I thought. “Still—

Again the older man interrupted:

“I feel bound to introduce myself,
this lady has been misguided enough to
believVing this to be Holland Park
House.. I was in the act of going out
when I heard her inquiring for an ac-
quaintance of mine living almost next
door, Seeing that She was bitterly dis-
appointed when I was able to inform
ing hér tired and ill, I détermined to
arrange that she should, after 4dll;, spend
the night at my friend Mrs. Leatherby-
Smith’s house.

“My right hand being lame, I suggest-

ed that she should write a propc
ter to the housekeeper for n.
ture. She consented, but hsa
she 'sat down at the desk in nmy .
when I saw that she was on +

of fainting. I hurried into the
ing room for some eau d«
which* I sprinkled over her
ately without avail. I then ca
janitor, and requested him t

a four-wheeled cab, intending
the lady to my physician's, not
as I had never seen a woman fa
fore, and dared not take the re
bility of restoring her. Fe:
seen in a ridiculous position by <
of the other tenants of this hou
hastily carried the lady, app
still unconscious, out of doors in:
shadow of the porch, to wait unt
cab should arrive.

“The rest you know, and thoug
fail to comprehend why the young
I tried to benefit should accuse
er—as a would-be murderer, I supp
hysterical women are not respons
for their hallucinations.”

“He drugged me!” I stammered we
ly, in self-defence, astounded at
plausible manner in which he
turned the story. His version soun
S0 probable—mine so wildly impossit
“He pressed a handkerchief wet wit
chloroform over my face. I kept m)
self from breathing the fumes as we
as I could, but I was dazed.: Even now
everything seems far - away and
strange.”

“You dreamed it all,”” asserted Mr.
Wynnestay. “Quite natural. I have
no hard feelings against you—though it
is a little discouraging when a man
tries to do a kind action to be reward-
ed by such accusations. ; What motiy
could a staid old fellow like me h
had, my dear madam, for attempting
to drug you?”

“I—don’t know,” I faltered.

“Ah, I thought so. You will present-

ly, I am sure, admit that you have
done me a further injustice. Denby,
you heard and saw everything that

took place between this young lady
and me. Perhaps you will kindly add
testimony to mine.”

“Certainly, sir,”” promptly responded
the janitor, pleased to be called upon
as a witness. “It's all true what Mr.
Wynnstay says. He was most kind to
the young lady, whom he’d evidently
never set eyes on before to-night. When
she went into his study for the letter
to be written the door was open, and
Mr. Wynnstay purticularly ast me to
stop in the hall a few minutes till she
should want to be shown out. I did
stop, and I could easy ’ave seen every-
thing that went on in the study. It
wasn’t much above five minutes, I
should think, before' Mr. Wynnstay
(one of our oldest tenants, I may say)
called out to me that the lady ’d faint-
ed. I was scared; though not, when
I came to think of it, surprised, for she
was as white as a ghost, and shaky
like, when I opened the front door for
her; and I thought she'd ’'ave dropped
when I told her Mrs. Leatherby-Smith
didn’t live here. Mr. Wynnstay follow-
ed me out, and I'd just begun to whistle
the four-wheeler when your hansom
drove in.”

“I've often heard my friends in the
flat next mine speak of Mr. Wynnstay,'*
remarked a new voice, which I had not
heard before.

It was that of the other man, who
had come in the cab with Sir George
Seaforth. Sir George Seaforth! What
association did that name cail up? I
asked myself. I could not remember:;
my head ached blindingly, and I felt
too ill for further mental effort. But I
knew that this was the man who, near
Lady Sophie de Gretton’s house, had
pulled me out from among the horses
and set me safely on the pavement
again. Po-day seemed full

of coinci-
dences; but I was to learn later that
this meeting was not a coincidence.

Rather, it was a direct result of an
earlier incident.

The other man, who had testified last
to the immaculate Mr. Wynnstay's in-
tegrity, I had never seen before. I felt
no curiosity regarding him—only a
slight - sense of resentment that he
should defend my enemy seemingly at
my expense.

Sir George Seaforth looked at me, and
I met his eyes appealingly, fearful lest
Mr. Wynnstay and his backers had
alienated him from my cause. But
there was no stern incredulity visible
on the brown face, though I searched
the semi-darkness to find it. The han-
som had driven away now, the cabman
paid (I indistinctly remembered see-
ing) by Sir George Seaforth’s compan-
ion.

The two newcomers, Mr. Wynnstay,
the janitor, and I, were the only actors
in the scene—the only audience as well
—our footlights' the bright stream of
electricity which poured through the
open doors into the night~

“You oughtn’'t to be standing out

here in the rain,” said Sir George Sea-
forth to me, without answering his
friend.

Curiosly, even in that moment, there

was room in my mind for triumph that
his first thought after all he had heard,
was still of my welfare.

“You look awfully ill. What would
you like to do? Will you go at once to
your friend’s house?”

e 8 can’t go now,” I
“They’re away, and——'

“But you still can have the intreduc-
tion to the housekeeper I promised,”
benevolently interrupted Mr. Wynnstay.
“As I said, I bear you no malice, poor
child, for the illusion of a temporarily
disordered brain. I'm certain that by
this time you are ready to see common
sense, and" laugh at your former sus-
picions. Come, now, to prove your re-
gret yvour injustice, better let me escort
you to Mrs. Leatherby-Smith’s, We
won’t trouble any further about the
letter; and Holland Park House is only
a few steps from here.”

“No—no!” I ejaculated.

“What? You don’'t mean to say that
you still believe me a—er—a villian our
of melodrama?”’ Mr. Wynnstay laugh
ed jovially.

He was either a inarvellous actor or
else—or else he was right, and hungs
fatigue, and excitement had combine
to make me dream things unspeakab!
Was it, after all, possible that I h
been on the point of fainting, with
the subtle aid of drugs, and in
clouded moment of swooning imagine?
the picture. in.the leeking-glass?

(To be Continued.)
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INDUSTRIAL CRISIS.

Reading, Pa., Nov. 16.—The Penusyl-
vania & Reading Railway Company
day will.lay off seven hundred men in the
roadway department. The working hours
in the shop will be cut down from five to
ten hours a week, and a hundred shop

ta-

mployees will be laid off.

e -

BUSINESS DIRECT

RACTORS AND BUILD.
C?“;;‘I‘s' Contraclor and Builder,
and repairing. 27 Avalon roal
Bay. Phone A912.

0 i

THOMAS CATTERALL—16 Bro
Ruilding in all its branches; wh
and general jobbing. Tel. 820.

i SO
> S. A. M'‘GREGOR,
cHs Jobbing trade

street. 2
years experler

wenty
g;omptly filled. Phone B1437.

1422 B

Fhone B1127. Pho:

DINSDALE & MALCOL

Builders and Contractors,

BRICK AND STONE BUILD
A SPECIALTY.

MAL

52 Hill

DINSDALE,
3020 Quadra St.

BOOT AND SHOE REPAIR

NO MATTER where you bou
shoes, bring them here to be
Hibbs, 3 Oriental Ave., OppoOS
tages Theatre.

BULBS.

NOW IS THE TIME to pla
Home grown bulbs are the besi.

c¢btain them at Flewin's Ga
Scuth Park street.
CHIMNEY SWEEPING.

CHIMNEYS CLEANED—Defect!
fixed, etc. Wm. Neal, 32 Quad
Phone 1019.

DENTISTS.

HALL, Dental

Jewell Block, cor. Yates and
streets, Victoria, B. C. Tel
Office, 557; Residence. 122.

DR. LEWIS

DYEING AND CLEAN !‘S
FAUL'S DYEING AND CL
WORKS, 120 Fort street. Tel

B. C. STEAM DYEWORK
dyeing and Cleanmg establish
the province. Country orders
Phone 200. Hearns & Renfrew]

EDUCATIONAL.

SHORTHAND SCHOOL, 11.)9
street. Shorthand, typewritin
keeping thoroughly taught.
filling good positions. E.
millan, prmcmal

ENGRAVERS.

GENERAL ENGRAVER. Stenc
and Seal Engraver. Geo. Cro
Wharf street, opp. Post Office.

BOARDS OF TRADE, Tourist
tions. etc., should consult us
paring guide books, advertisin
ture, and all kinds of illustra
ers. We group photos artisiic
guarantee best results. B. C
Engraving Co., 26 Broad street.

FLOWERS.

BEDDING PLANTS FOR SA
arniums, salvia, lobelia, hangt
kets, dahlias. Up-to-Date Fish
opposite City Hall, Douglas st

FURRIER.

FRED. FOSTER, Taxidermist
rier, 42% Johnson street.

LANDSCAPE GARDENE

DERBYSHIRE & PERRY,
street, Victoria, B. C. Work b
contract as desired. Estin.a
plans free. Jobbing promptly

to.

LEGAL.

MURPHY & FISHER, Barriste:
tors, etc., Ottawa. Parliament:
partmemal and Patent Office
Practice before Railway Co
Charles Murphy. Harold Fishe

SMITH & JOHNSTON, Barriste
tors, etec. Parliamentary and
mental Agents, Agents before t
way and other Commissions an
Supreme and Exchequer Cour
wa. Alexander Smith. W. Joh

MACHINISTS.

L. HAFER, General Machinist,
Government street. Tel. 930.

MEDIUM.

R. H. KNEESHAW, Medium an
175 Chatham street. Sittin
Test circle, Thursday night.

MERCHANT TAILORS,

JENTLEMEN-—-If you wish t
311::\10911 and a perfect fitting &
made and trimmed, don’t miss
dress.. Go to the reliable
cutter, J. Sorensen, 92 Govern
up-stairs, over Western Uni
graph Office. New assortme
goods just in.

MONEY TO LOAN.

MONEY TO LOAN on house
easy terms; no delay. Apply
Permanent Loan & Savings
30 Government street.

MONEY TO LOAN on all kind|
proved security. Unredeemed
for sale, cheap, at 43 Johnson

MONUMENTS.

GRANITE AND MARBLE

®stimates given for monume|
J. E. Phillips, 74 and 76 Vie
Tel. B1207.

MUSIC.

Teacher of
Tel.

HUGH KENNEDY,
Res., 135 Michigan street.
&

PAPERHANGING.

¥. GUEST, Painter, Glazier an
hanger. Estimates given.
P. O., Esquimalt.

WALLPAPERS—New
paper department well
Sears, 117 Douglas street,
Hall.

designs.
stocke
oppo

TRUCK AND DRAY.

TRUCKING—Quick _servi a
charges. Walsh Bros,
Stare, 540 Yates street

WATCE REPAIRING.

A. PETCH, 9 Douglas street.
of anhsh watch repairing.
of clocks and watc htS repmrod

SITUATIONS WANTED-M

WANTED—Work on fruit farm o
farm. Apply Box 97, Times Offi

EXPERIENCED ACCOUNTAN
position with financial or cor
“firm, knowledge of lumber busi
furnish credentials. Reply
Times Office.

By



